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- VOL. VI. NO.14.

QUINCY CARDE.

The following ia a 1ist of First—cluee Quln-
Business Houses and representative men.
?e would eall the attention of those of onr
& who deal i Quiney, espiécially eoun-
try;merchants, to this 1ist. Especial eare
was t=kem to have first-class, respounsible
mee on tha llet,

L_ C. WILLIAMSON,

BRASS FOUNDER,

Moper Maxer axp Macumsg Rerainer
Third and Maln Strects,
QUINCY, - - -

All work Beed satlsfnctory orno pay. Cash
paid for old copper, brass, rlucand lead.

fc. NICHOLS.
LAW AND REAL ESTATE,

508 Maln frreet,

ILLINOIS.

QUINCY, , - - - ILLINOIS.

SHITH. HILL & CO.,
Manufacturers of

IRON HOUSE FRONTS,

sal
Art Kivps oF Gray IroN CASTInus,
Quincy, Lllinois.

arner FIfth and Ollo streets,

J H. MICHELMAXN,
® annfacturer of"all kinds o
STEAM BOI LER
onl 011, Lard and Water Tanks,
Coolers, Kettles, Ete.,
Aisoall kindsof Iron Work, Smoke Stacks and
sriteliings, Speclal attention given to atl kinds of
"wr[:g_ Unders by wall or telegraph  prompt!
S S ey s
[+ r3prin L e .
ey QUINUY. ILLINOIS

~ EIRESVILLE CARDS.
L. DARRGW,
NOTARY PUBLIC,

REAL ESTATE & INSURANCE AGENT.

KirxsvirLie, Mo,

Willbay and se!! Real Esiate, pay taxes,
ite and acknowiedge deeds of 11{ kinda,
mubltnch direct from Records, prepare
Eﬂcu and write Insurance policies in first

eompanles. Office, over Kirksville Say
Bank, with F. M. larrington  -nlSH

T. C. HARRIS

fshce of the Peace, Comeyancer, Real
Estate andax Paylng hgeut.
Kmxsv LLE, - - MissCURL

andsuls lande, town property etc, o
sflon. Somevery desirable farsus mnd elty
y, aplmproved and keproved for sale st
barpains. Taxes pald. sents collecisd abe
furnished, and sccouats collected prompiiy.
ndents sollcited, Al bosiness looked
with care and promptuess, OrrFiceE—South
eorner square, uver Jamison's Drag St e,
No. 3. nid m

AN, BMITH W B. PATTEESOX

A. M. BNITE & T0.,

fieal Estate, Tax-Paying ard Insurance Agents
Rotary Puglle, Eto..

and seil on commisiloa maks collections ex-
e wiles, furnlal shetrzcis, write deedsof
veyance. Have for pale lnrge tracts of the most
e Bg Iand at low fljures efther in Adalr
sdjoining cownties, woil Walered and cangive
on payment (o salt purcliasar wilh 10w rate
psyments to soit porchaser with low
ot Lands esg “{lﬂlp“d to sheep
., beltg eirvated gnd rolling., Have also
15t of improved In tracta from & acres

oatl rasgpe. Aleo town property and bulld-
dh,.'l:i mtary fee—correspondence with 10D
dents oW

1ands or town property 1o this of
Mﬂ counties la nlpatt‘hlfly ted. Xo
thout sale 18 efucie

KENNEDY & LINK,
(Grain, Seed, Hay
Ete, Etc.,

SLOAN'S OLD STAND
Pirectly west of the Parcell's Hoves

EIRESVILLE

MARBLE WORES,
DAVID BAIAD, Proprietar.

—DEALBL IN—
AMERICAN AND ITALIAN MaRBLE,

MONUMENTS, EEADSTONER, ETC.,
Elskavilla, - . - - Missousl.

#Viorders filed on short nolee Narlh
st doruer of u:egub}!t Lare.
Hurtile Purch direat the quersisy

sad ouly the best of workmen emploved

_— -

TAITORING

AFTER APRIL 1, 1885,

J. FOWLER,
MERCEANT TAILOR,

Can be found over P. J, Brown's
Harness Shop, north side square,
KIRKSVILLE, MISSOURI.
He will work the best materials, and
take extra pains to do ks work in

The Most Fashionable
and durablio manner, and
ASTO PRICES.
Tl_:t'n,- will be no trouble about that, for 1
will chitrre all my consc enc (sndmy custo

mers) will allow,

Livery, Feed & Sale Stable

PROPRIETOR,

FIRST CLASS TEAMS & VENICLES

PrompiConveyance toall Paris of the Gountry
Barx-Sovrn or Ponue Squane
Kinxsvierz, Mo.
They alio kave the City Hearse. Charg
¢s Reasonable.

DISSOLUTION NOTICE,

Notice {s hereby given that the co partner-
Shiip heretofore exmiing between J. R. Hin-
ton and T, E. Giraves hus this duy been dis-

ved by mutusl consent. J. R.Hintonre-

from the n?ni.‘!'. E. Graves will contin-
1

he the business at the old stund where the
books sud and sccounts will be found,
Ay 1720 1595, J. R, Hixton
T.E, Gravss

soy desired amount néar market and contigrosa |

A REQUIEM.

NES E. V. WILSON,

‘rh?du Is gone, alas: the lovely day.

That came among us, a5 & biashing bride
Land by herlover the enamored sun,

Whose golden Inrguess fe1] on every slile.

All nature groeted her with rapiurous joy,
The torest hirds broke torth Inswesiest song,

And dainty bHudeawaking from thelr sleep,
Hurit Into blossom as 6l o passod alung,

And everywhero the children welcomed ber,
In conntry lane. and in the city streat.

The musio of thelr Inughter kept glad tme
To the swllt measure of her fiying foet.

The restless siek mantossing on his couch

_ Beheld her, and awhile forgot his pal

Her presence cneered the laborer st s toll,
#ud bronght to wrinkled age his youth agaln

And, as she smilling harried on her way,
Even sad mothers weeving o'er thelr dead
Looked upward to herclear bloe skies, nnd felt
Somchow thelr anhing hearts were comtorted.

Butnow, alas ! the day herself 1s dead:

Hetare us, pallld In the dlm twiliglit

. Bhe L, forsaken by the firkle sun,

And o'erber bends the dusky sexton night,
Covering her slowly with his sablepall,

While the pale, trembllo g stury look sadly on
And natore's tears are falling stlently;

Forthe ewcet day, thatls forever gone

—From Demorest’s Monthly for May.

HOW ALLIE KEPT LENT.

BY MARY H. PERKINS, IN N. Y. INDEPEN-
DENT.

It was 2 cold, dark, cheerless day
and the city streets, which a few weeks
before, were thronged with a happy
crowd of Christmas buyers were al-
most deserted. A fine sleety snow
| was falling, and the wind was rising in

a very unpleasant way, blowing the
| sharp particles of snow in every one's
| eyes and ears, and not at all abashed
| by the umbrellas that were held to
| ward them ofi., It'sa poor snowflake
f that allows itself to be discouraged by
an umbrella whea there is any wind
at all; tor, it fails to get under or
around that particular umbrella, 1t can
to one side, or even fall to the
ground, and rise again in a minute,
fresh and vigorous for ancther attack.

“IWhy, is that you, Katie? 1 nearly
ran you down.”

“My! Doesn’tit blow? I'm almost
palled to pieces,” is the reply, as two
young girls meet at the entrance of a
flonist.

“0h! Mattie what lovely roses'!”
the last speaker continued. **Areyou
going to wear them to-night "

drift

*Yes. Aren't they fine 2 They'll
go so well with my pinkpiush, T hear

that Mamie Tracy gives a party next
weck. 1 suppose we'll be invited.”

“Of course,™ said she who answer-
ed to the name of Katie. “And I'm
awfulll® glad. But then to think
Lent’s got to comc in, and spoil all
our fun!”

“Yes,” said DMattie, lightly. I
don’t see why we have to keep Lent,
when we'd so much rather be having a
good time.”

“Well, we'll have a good time to*
night anyway. I'm going to buy some
yellow flowers of some sort, if I can
find them. Come in with me.”

to do before night.”

“No. I must hurry home. 1've lots

poorly clad.

whose

her side.

“Good-by then,”

warm,

tie’s arm,

“May I speak to you? I want to
know,—I—1I want to ask you''—

Mattie turned, and looked into the
beseeching eyes that were as blue as
her own, but that had seen more pri-
vation and trouble in her own life and
in that of those around her than Mat-
tie’'s had in all their sixteen years.
Mattie’s heart throbbed with pity as,
with one glance, she took in the pov-
erty of the child before. her.
used to poar persons ; her mother and
herself both taught in a mission sew-
ing-school, and Mattie had accompa-
nied her mother upon many visitsto

therr little pupils.

‘Whatis it ¥ asked Mattie, kindly.

“What do you want?”’

And Katie trip-
ped into the store while Mattie paus-
ed before the window to see if, among
the roses, there displayed were any
more beautiful than the ones she had
purchased. She did not notice a little
thin wisp of a girl standing close
against the glass, with Ler eyes upon
the hank of lovely flowers in the win-
dow. Such a Jlittle, thin, cold girl!
but neat and clean, although so very
She was looking in the
| window ; butit was evident that her
thoughts were upon her fair neighbor,
fur-trimmed costume
brushed against the faded calico skirt
and the small checked shawl, in which
she had rolled her arms
hope of warming them.

puzzled and distressed, and seemed to
be trying to ‘muster sufficient courage
to address the pleasant faced, girl by
Mattie turned to go, and
this brougnt matters to a crisis. Oaxe
little blue hand came out of the check-
ed shawl, and was laid lightly on Mat-

in the vain
She looked

She was

T heard you talking, and I want to
—to know if therc are two—two of
them."

“Two of what ?”

“Two of them ; two Lents,
is Lent ¥

“Lenat!” exclaimed Mattie, in aston-
ishment. ““Why, Lent is—is why,
Lent is a fast of the Charch. Thereis
only one.”

“Oh " said the child, in disappoint-
ed tones, and, rolling her arms in her
hershawl, turned as if to go.

“Don’t go 1" said Mattic." ‘“Where
do youlive? What is your name, and
why did you ask me about Lent ?”

+ “I livein the alley back of Chester
Street, in Ferriss row,” was the reply,
in a hesitating voice. My name’s
Allie Martin.™

She paused, and seemed reluctant to
answer the last part of Mattie’s ques-
tion. Mattie repeated it kindly.

“] heard the other girl say Lent
spoils all your good times. Mr. Ma
son talks of Lent ; but he mever said
it spoilt anything. Are you sure there
is only one 2"

What

“Why, I don't know what you
mean !" said Mattie, surprised at the
the tears that stood in the little girl’s
eyes. “Who's Mr. Mason ¥

*Mr. Mason, he’s a minister.
comes to see Mother”

He

child had overheard ; and she felt con-
demned and embarrassed before the

thing she had evidently and pamfully
shaken. To cover her confusionshe
asked Allig’s name a second time
and scribbled it” down on one of her
bundles.

*Would you like my mother tocome
and see you, Allie ¥* she asked. *‘She
can tell you all abont Lent.”

“¥Yes ma'am, thank yoo,” and the
child was hidden from view by a gay
matinee crowd that poured forth trom
an adjoining theater.

“What is Lent ¥ rang in Mattie’s
earsall the way home. She was mor-
tified that she had not been able to
give the child a better answer, Asche
thought about it, she was surprised to
find how little attention she had ever
given te the meaning of those forty
days that ended with Easter bunday,
She knew what that commemorated,
of colirse ; but of that inteérval when
her friends refrained from worldly gay-
eties, and society was “so awfully
dull,” as she had often expressed it,
she had a very vague knowledge. “T'll
readitup in my Bible to-night she

mother’s house. She did not, however,

late, and by that time had forgotten
Allie’s existence. Perhaps it isjust as

when she began.

that had lollowed one

ice in the old hood under the chin

that was quite marvelous to look a
when there was a good-sized fire burn
ing in it.
large queer shaped cracks that i
locked like an illuminated map o
some strange country.

turned with a smile, to welcome he

little daughter.

she untied the ragged hood. She mus
have found the frozen tears;

face, and she asked, hurriedly:

you find Mis. Greene at home "
“Yes, mother.

all, if you had time,”
“Thank God !” said

why these tearst With this money
shall be able to buy you a dressand

terday that was only three dollars,

said to herselt as she entered her

for she got home from the party too

well; for I fear she would have spent

much valuable time in the search, and
have been no wiser in the end than

Allie Martin hurried as fast as her
benumbed little feet would carry her;
but Chester Street was a iong distance
from the window where she had met
Mattie, and before she reached the
narrow alley and ascended the flight
of ricketty outside stairs thatled to
Mrs, Martin's poor rooms, the tears
another down
her cheeks had become httle balls of

Mrs, Martin rose hastily from the one
small window, where she had been
stramning her eyes to finish some sew-
ing by the fading daylight, and put
two sticka of wood in the broken stove

It was so covered with

Mrs. Martin
moved the tea-kettle forward upon the
principal continent on the map, and

4Cold, my little girl #” she said, as

fora
shade of apprehension crossed her pale
“Did

Here is the money;
and she said she would have a good
deal of work this spring; and, as you
did this so nicely, ‘you should have st
Mrs. Martin
gratefully, kissing Allie’s cheek. “But

cloak of some kind. | saw one yes-

“0Oh! mothes,” sobbed Allie, putting

her arms around her mother's waist
and pressing her face against her bos-
om. “I never wanttosee Mr. Mason
again. Heisa cruel, wicked man.”

“Why, why, Allie!”” exchimed Mrs.
Martin, very much surprised. “What
do you mean "

“] found outto-day why we have
such bard times” said ‘Allie. "It's
all because of Lent. I wishhe had
never told us about it.”

Mrs. Martin thought, for 2 moment,
her little danghter must be out of her
head ; but taking her on ber lap, she
placed the little cold feet on the hearth
of the ricketty stuve, and, by skillful
questions, soon had the whole history
of the aitmoo:_l_.‘. e

*They had such “pexutiful dresses,
and she had a muoff and flowers. Oh!
mother pink roses! like we used to
have over the porch at home! Don’t
you remember mother 2

“Yes, dear.” Mrs. Martin remem-
bered very well, indeed.

*And they were going to a party to-
night, and it’s all got to be spoilt. Oh!
why does Lent have to come to people
Mother 27

At first Mrs. Martin could not ac-
count for Allie’s familiarity with the
word “Lent”, but she soon recalled

Ofthe years that followed,- Mrs.
Martin did not think much that night;
they were very much alike, and very,
very bard, bot she had her little
daughter toiwork for, and, as she laid
her on the hard bed, she prayed that
she might always be kept as pure and
gocd as she was then. It was very
coldthat night in the two little rooms
that Allie and her mother called
“home.” The old cracked stove was
dark and cold, and the little, chilly
airs had everything their own way, and
finding themselves masters ot the sit-
uation, immediately let in any number
of other little | airs that were much
colder than they, and they danced and
played all about the room atsuc_lﬂz
rate that they woke up Mrs. Martin.

“Howcold it is" she thonght, “I
hope Allie does feel it as I do.”

No,indeed. Allie was very warm;

found. She was tossing and moaning
with a fire in her veins that set all the
cold airs in the whole city at defiance.
Early in the morning Mrs. Martin sent
for a physician, who pronounced the
disease the dreaded fever that had
raged with such fatality among the
poor in Ferris Row.” Then followed
jong weeks of sickness care and anxi-
ety; and it was not until the snow was

the last visit from Mr. Mason, a zeal-
|ous churchman, and the emphasis he |

Mattie felt the blood rush to her |1aid upon her obserfance of the fast. |
cheeks as she recalled the words the | Fe had dwelt much upon the blessed- |

ness to be derived from it and now
ishe remembered that Allie had

girl whose faith in some one or some- ‘| been present, and, as 1t appeared, had |

been an attentive listener.

| By the time Allie was thoroughly |

{warmed through, Mrs. Martin had
hushed her grief by the promise to tell
ker something about Lent that would
mzke her feel much happier, aftey they
had their tea.

*‘So my little gjrl thinks we are
keeping Lent by living in these cold

said Mrs. Martin, as later in the even-
ing, she took Allie on her lap, after
she was ready for bed. She was well
wrapped up in an old shawl of her
.mother’s that kept off all the hittle chil-
ly airs that lived in the corners of the
room, and sat all day on the window
sill, and in fact, hovered pretty well
all around the room except directly
over thelittle cracked stove, and she
was aappy in the prospeet of a quiet
rock and talk with her mother,

Mrs. Marfin told, in a simple way,
how Lent had prevailed for yearsin
the Romish and Episcopal churches,
and how society’s fashionable obser-
vance of the fast differed from the self-
denying spirit that leads so many good
persons to give up some pet indul-
gence and abstain from all gayety for
that one period of tne year. If Allie
did not comprehend all her mother
said, she understood enough to know
that the pinching poverty of the last
few years of their lieves had not been
broughtabout by Mr. Mason or his
teachings and the kind hearted man
was restored to his place in her affec-
tions.

Mrs. Martin held Allie in her arm a
fong while after the little girl fell asieep
and her thoughts went back, as they
did many times each day of her life,
to the home where Allie was born.
She saw the little porch, with its fes-
toons of climing roses, from which the
.| wind scattered a shower of pink snow

white clover. the play ground of little
Allie, and the child herself reaching to
pluck the red, white and pink holly-
hocks down by the gate, just as she
t | looked that morning.
- | had been away some months ona
long journey, and was then expected
t
flaway trom the gate, whereshe was
“waiting for papa,” long enofigh to
eat her meals.

r| up the walk,

cident,

unconscious.

rooms, and wearing such old clothes 2" |

gone and the grass was beginning to
take oo a faint green hue under the
cold Springrains that Allie was able
to sit for part ofthe day in the old
rocking-chair. The few dollars tha
Allie had 'brought to her mother the
night before she was taken sick, had
ecn'spent long ago

b Neghbors in
| the Row had brought her what they
could spare of their scanty living, and
the kind doctor had senta load of
wood. Mr. Mason had been a fre-
quent visitor and three timés had left
her five dollars, “sent her by a friend”

nourishing feod, and one day Mrs.
Martin found she had but a few cents
left-in her purse, and there was only
wood enough to last cne more day. A
quick glance around the little pantry
showed nothing but aeup of milk for
Allie’s supper and a little, a very little
saltpork, no bread and nc flour. I
think it was allowable tor Mrs. Martin
to feel'z little sad. As ghe helped
Allic up mnto the old rocking chair and
tucked her carefullyin the old shawi,
Allie felt her mother’s tears on her
face.

“*Mother,” she zaid, putting her
arms around her mother’s neck. “I
know why you ery. It's because
tnere’s no money in thatold purse.
Now. I'm better to-day, and can stay
alone, and you can go to Mrs. Green's
and get some of that sewing. Can't
vou, mother dear "

“That's a bright thought, Allie,”
said Mrs. Martin, smiling. “I'll go
this afternoon, if you will promise not

will advance me a little money. she is

too warm, poor Mrs. Martin soom

he said, but Allie needed medicine and |

walk’around too much. Perhapsshe

stove were doing their best to help
light the small room. Between them
both it was fully light enought for Mzrs.
Martin to see her Littls daughter stand-
ing by the table looking up at a tall
man who stood with his back to Mrs.
Martin. Allie’s face was aglow with
happiness, and a merry laugh fell from
her lips just as Mrs. Martin opened
the door. The tall man's 2rms were
full of bundles, and! by his side
was a basket that was asfull as full
could be of more queer shaped pack-
ages.

“Here’s mother,” cried Allie. ‘Oh;
mother, you carae too soon! We
were going to have supper ready for
you.*

Mrs. Martin did not speak ; but she
closed the door, and took two steps
forward right into the arms of the tall
man, who turned to meet her, while all
the bundles fell to the floor.

“John ! Johm!”

“Yes, Hattie, my wife.” And then
there was a little crying party of three
all packed into the big rocking chair,
and the party did not seem to be in any
great hurry for their tea, after all
How much there was to tell! It was
another “John Martin” that was killed
onthe train; but Allie’s father had
been very ill at the time ; and when he
was able to travel, he reached his
home only to find his wife and child
gone. He traced them to the city
where his aunt had lived; but there all
clew ended, and the past three years
had been spent in fruitless search.
That night he had been directed to
Ferns's Row by Mr. Mason, and had
| soon conviaced Allie that he was her

On the Plcket Line.

P2aak and File Adveniures,

#Agood many of those picket fine
adventures,” said a gentleman inthe
railway mail service, ‘never found
place m the cfficial reports or the let-
ters of army correspondents. They
were 1 every case wiolations of in-
structions, and to have spken of them
to superior officers would have been
to invite punishment; so by a sort ot
free masonry of the picket line some
of the most startling adventures of pri-
vate soldiers never went to record
As for myself, T was'a little conscien-
tious in the matter of obeying orders,
and only inone case did I make any
departure from the strict line of a sol-
dier's duty. [t was while we were m
| front of Chattanooga that it became
fashionable along the picket line to
exchange papers. Theplan was for
a Confederate who wanted a  paper to
come to the front, shake a southern
paper as a flag of truce, and in this
way invite exchange. L

“The pickets on either side in that
immediate vicinity would cease firing.
The Union soldier would start from his
lie, and the confederate from his line
and they would meet half way, shake
hands, exchange papers, and, if there
were no officers in sight, sit down and
have achat. This bad Leea kept up
for several days when there came an
order from headquarters that no more
papers should be exchanged. Butthe
boss, choosing their time for ex-
change, continued the practice against
orders. There camne a week, however,
in which no rebel responded towav-
ing, or shaking, or fluttering of hand-
kerchief or paper, and we knew then
that orders against exchange had teea
issued on that side as well 25 on ours,

“But one morning quite early my
partner discovered a man on the rebel
line frantically waving a large paper.

He supgested that we slip away

“own Papa.” She had toldbim their |
history, and ended with the informa- ]
just cuough’

tion that tnere was only
pork for supper, and he must go out
and buy a loafof bread before mother
He was gone
just returned when

cot back,
and

{ reached nome.

some time,

|
| *“Now, mother, didn’t I tell youI

| believed our Lent wasover? Andto
think to-morrow is easter ! cried Allie
suddenly, from scmewhere in the big
rocking chair.

*1'm sure you can imagine the rest ;
how, after awhile, Mrs. Martin
able to stop laughing and crying, and
made such a fire'in the old stove'as it
had not seen for monthks; how Allie

Was

with delight at the treasures that were
brought to view, and, how a little later
the table was spread with a supper, the
like ofwhich Allie and her mother had
not tasted in years; and then the happy
evening that was spent by those three
in that dingy little room, and the plans
that we will trust were all carried out.
1 do not know that they were; but I
do know that, the next summer, when
the pink rose was budding over a cer-
tain little porch in a pretty Westem

front of it, diligently ccunting the

1 picket-post.

undid the packages, and sgreamed !

town. IA littlefgirlstood on a chairin

upon the littlelawn with its carpet of

Allie’s father|

home, and Allie could hardly be kept

She seemed to see the
gate open and the kind neighbor come
arnd after a few words of
preparation. give her the paper where
the name of John Martin appeared on
t | the list of those killed by a terrible ac-
Then followed the sad weeks
when the gretty home and 2ll it con-
tained were sold for debt, and Allie’s
mother found herself with only a few
hundred dollars in the world, and no
one to turn toffor help, except an aunt
of her husband, wholived in a distant
Eastern city. To her great joy, this
aunt wrote fur her to  bring Allie and 3
come to her, and she would put herin
a way to support herself, It wasa
I | long jonrney, and, when the travelers
a | reached the home that had been open-
ed to them, it was to find the kind old
aunt on her death-bed, speechless and

so kind, and I can bring you an orange
for your supper.'

Allie smiled, and, after 2 pause,
said, slowly: “Don't you remember,
mother, what I told you long ago
about the girl with the pink roses who
talked aboutlent? It does seem to
me as if we had been keeping Lent
her way. All our good times have
been spoilt. But I was just thinking
that to-morrow’s Easter Sunday, and
that's the end of Lent; and now I'm
better, and you'll come home to-night
with some money, and perhaps to-
morrow morning we'll begin to have
better times, and good things to eat

buds, to find, if she could justhow
many pink roses there would bein a
few weeks, although she is dressed in
pretty clothes and has rosy cheeks,
she looks so much like Allie Martin, of

Fermis’s Row, that I really believeitis
she.

The Petrified Wood Indnstry.

The petrified wood in the rocky
mountain regions is rapidly becoming
atilized. In San Francisco thereis now
a factory for cutting and polishing
these petrifications into mantle-pieces,
tiles, tablets, and other architectural
parts for which marble or slab is com-
monly used. Petrified wood iz said to
be susceptible of a finer polish than

from the reserve aud go cut and see
what the. man wanted. He took a
paper, waved it, and started toward
the rebel font. When we had pro-
ceeded about halfway to the point of
meeting the fellow ceased to wave his
paper. We were puzzled at this, but
finally concluded that ne was down in

j Mrs, Martin | a hollow and we would see him when

he came on high ground. So we
walked on and walked without wam-
ing into a group of scldiers at the rebel

“The men were just ready 1o take
| breakfast, and after the fisst hurry they
joked us a zood deal about our extra-
ordinary willingress to  getinto. their
clutches at breakfast time. When we
spoke of the exchange of papers the
officer in charge informed us that ord-
ers wera positive against exchange and
that his men understood it. As this
was the case hie took the position that
we had come willingly into their lines,
and that he couid notallow us to re-
turn. Isaw at once that his mea{dis-
agreed with him, but the question was
how we were to get away.

“My partner, who had been a sol-
dier in Germany, exhibited the great
est nonchalance, and he joined in the
jokes atour expense acd proposed
that he make the boys some coffee
thar was coffee. The Confederates
had a very poor excuse for that arricle,
and without more ado he proceeded to
make a little kettle of coffee, the aroma
of which seemed to facinate the coffee
hungy sharp shooters. 7hen he had
poured the coffe into the cupsand had
expatiated on the good it would do the
men he took vp hisrifleand smd fto
me, ‘Now let ns start for our own line.
I {ollowed him, and not a rebel soldier
on that picket-post lowered the cup of
coffee from his lips, or looked in our
direction. I never disobeyed orders
after that,”

The Fish in Jones’ Net

Detrolt Free I'ress.

The other night, after the thunder
shower, Jones dropped in on a neigh-
bor and found about a dozen people
assembled.

“Well, well, yon look cheerful after
sucha clnse call,” growled Jones as
he removed his hat-

“What cloge cail?”

marble or, even onyx, the latter of
which it is driving from the market.
The raw material employed comes
mostly from the forestsof petrified
wood along the lina of the Atlantic &
Pacific railway. Several other com-

again, and be happy, as we used to |
be. I kind of feel so, Mother.”

At the close of this long speech
Mrs. Martin kissed her *ittle comfort-
er,” as she called the child, and hur-| panies have also been formed toob-
ried to Mrs. Greene's only to find that| 14y concessions of different portions of
sickness and death had visited the ele- |these forests. Geologists will regret
gant home, and Mrs. Greene, '.'.i:I'.‘l her | the destruction of such interesting
remaining children had lefttown, Mrs. | primeval remains, and some steps
Martin was disheartened by this blow, | Ought to De taken to preserve certain
She was but little known in the great | I e original state,

city, and there were so many as peor For want of self-restraint many men
zs she seeking work that her chances

seemed very small. As she walked
home through the wet stréets her heart
very heavy. and every Dreath was

wasa prayer. "0, God! show me
whattodo! O,God! give me food
for my child I she repeated, over anid
over again, as she cimbed the stairs to
herrooms. She was surprised to see
a light shinmg from under the door.

with difficulties of their own making,
and rendering success impossible by
their own cross-grained ungentleness,
whilst others, make their way and
achieve success by simple patience,
equanimity, and self-control.—Smiles.

Hasty conclusions are the mark of
a fool: a wise man dosbteth; a fool rag-
eth and is confident; the novice saul,
“] am sure thatitis so’; tha better
learned answers, “Peradventure it may
be so, but, I pray the, inguire)'’ Itis
a Inttie learning, and but a little which
makes men conclude hastily. Exper:-
ence and humility teach modesty and
fear.— feremy Taylor.

#(Can :Allie have lighted the candle?”
she thought. “I hope she hasn't
been trying to walk much. She is not
strong enough.” She opened the door;
and stood gazing with astonishment
on the scene before her. _

The candle was burning brightly on
the window-sill, and the cracks in the

others is more vain than unused gold.
— Ruskin.

are engaged allthewr lives in fighting |

Knowledge unused for the good of

“Why, lightning struck the barn

|in thealley not more thas a hun-
| dred feet away.”
| ©Oh, dear,” said one of the women,

“but [ knewit all the time. One ot
my anms has beennumb ever since it
struck.”
“And it affected my [col)” sad aa-
other.

“And it set my keart to palpit-
ating."
| “Andmy elbow has felt queer ever
since.”

Everyone in the room rememberad
| to have been shocked, and everyone

| was thankfu! over the narrow escape.

By and by a boy, who had been
thinking deeply, gushed out:

“Why there is no bam in tne alley!”

Amidst the deepest silence every-
body remembered this fact, and the
boy elinched it with:

“Ard how shonld there be, when
thers is no alley?’

Jones kad lied, but sohad all the
others,

- —— I —

Have a purpose in lite, and having
it, torow into your wark such strength
{ of mind and muscle as God has given
you.— Cariysle.
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People seidom improve when they
have no better model than themselves
10 copy after.
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